made lovely enough furniture for any house, but she could not share
that particular loyalty which put class above nation. So they met, and
she was greeted with immediate exclamations of pity:

'Paulina has told me about your new work. How very grievous ..,
Are they absolute savages?'

'Well, they were not very friendly at first, but I think they are
rather nice now. I don't know, of course, what they may be thinking
of me.'

'My dear, whatever do you mean?'

'I am sorry, Ekaterina Konstantinovna, but I am in a hurry,' and
Frossia must always be in a hurry at such meetings. She still loved
those people, she still admired something in them. She also had her
own longings for sheets, bath water, proper sanitation, silver on the
table, underwear next to her skin. She still welcomed a well-bred voice,
and was glad when anyone happened to open a door for her or gave up
his seat in a crowded tram. There were smells, habits, expressions, she
could barely tolerate. There was also the continuous uncertainty of
employment. Even at her Rabfak apparently innocuous people found
themselves dismissed without the least warning. Pavel Pavlovich had
two of his best and most appealing poster-pictures condemned by the
people in Moscow, and the brother and sister spent a lean enough
month before fresh work found its way into the studio. Nikolasbka
admitted that employment was insecure. 'But why spoil a loaf by
worrying about the mildew which may never come?' Many a time
Frossia met men and women at the Zabalkansky who had flocked to
seek counsel as well as help from Elena Ivanovna.

'But at its very best life is insecure. Why pretend that it must be
padded?'

Igor said to her:

'Of course it is. How could anyone grow if they were certain of
tomorrow? Everybody would be standing stock-still like any tethered
lorse.*

But the lady who taught Italian spoke acidly:

'Of course, you are far too young to realize the vileness of it all.'

*Of what?* Frossia was getting impatient of loosely worded
generalities*

'The system, the creed, must we use names?*

'There is no vileness,* retorted Frossia, 'that is stupid... There is a
3ot of cruelty and injustice.. .* She paused. 'Why talk about it?* but the
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